129

He had taken off his boots, as he always did, so as not to
disturb Pelagea. But she was not asleep.

"I'm afraid of him," she said anxiously when Nikolai
had left.

"Hm-m," drawled the khokhol. "He's dead in earnest.
Don't mention Isai to him again, nenko. Isai really is a
spy."

"That's not strange," answered the mother. "His god-
father was a gendarme."

"Nikolai might give him a beating one of those days,"
continued the khokhol uneasily. "See the feelings the hon-
ourable gentlemen in power have nurtured in the com-
mon people? What will happen when men like Nikolai
realise how they have been wronged and come to the end
of their tether? Heaven and earth will be drenched in
blood."

"How dreadful, Andryusha!" exclaimed the mother
softly.

"Well, don't eat flies and you won't throw up," said
Andrei after a minute. "But every drop of the bosses'
blood will be diluted in the oceans of tears they've made
the common people shed." He gave a soft little laugh and
added, "Not very comforting, but it's true."

XXII

One Sunday the mother came home after doing some
shopping, opened the door and stopped on the threshold,
transfixed with joy: from the inner room came the sound
of Pavel's strong voice.

"Here she is!" cried the khokhol

The mother saw Pavel turn quickly, and a light broke
over his face, full of promise for her.

"Home at last!" she stammered and sat down, overcome
by the unexpectedness of his return.

He bent his pale face over her; his lips were trembling
and tears glistened in (he corner of his eye. For a second